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whole of the rest of the cherries—about two pounds—
maggots, stones and all, just to show them. That was the
sort of men they were then."
" Oh !    Father !"
" Gee !    He must have been gone on them."
" No," said Soames, u not particularly. His name was.
Powley ; he wore side whiskers."
" Talking of God and diligences; I saw a hansom
yesterday."
* More to the point if you'd seen God,' thought Soames,
but he did not say so ; indeed, the thought surprised him,
it was not the sort of thing he had ever seen himself.
" You mayn't know it, sir, but there's more belief now
than there was before the war—they've discovered that
we're not all body."
" Oh ! " said Fleur. " That reminds me, Aubrey. Do
you know any mediums ? Could I get one to come here ?
On our floor, with Michael outside the door, one would know
there couldn't be any hanky. Do the dark seance people
ever go out ?—they're much more thrilling they say."
" Spiritualism !" said Soames. " H'mph ! " He could
not in half an hour have expressed himself more clearly.
Aubrey Greene's eyes slid off to Ting-a-ling. " I'll see
what I can do, if you'll lend me your Peke for an hour or so
to-morrow afternoon, I'd bring him back on a lead, and
give him every luxury,"
" What do you want him for ? "
" Michael sent me a most topping little model to-day.
But, you see, she can't smile."
" Michael ? "
" Yes. Something quite new ; and Pve got a scheme.
Her smile's **ke sunlight going otiE an Italian valley ; but
when you tell her to, she can't. 1 thought your Peke could
make her, perhaps."

